Bookends 


At VFW Bar 


-We been playing the game for too many years. And it's over. 

-How so? 

-You confessed while low-dog drunk that you never killed in Nam. 

You were a Sniveling company clerk! Don't think I'll let you forget 

that for the next twenty years! Oh no! You filled me up with your 
Rambo bullshit and now must pay! 

Whereupon, the fomer clerk sped to the memorial coat rack and 
plucked his Beretta Tomcat--he was a legal concealed weapons carrier, 
though insane--from his VIETNAM VET jacket replete with 

coiling dragon. No choice. His soused confession would have spread-- 
to general military ridicule. 

Attorney and Private Investigator 

-| got the scenario for this goof. He and victim engage in war game 
which becomes real to our client. Victim slowly turns Oriental, transforms, 
and our nutball perp feels unbearable menace and shoots the obnoxious 
slant-eyed fucker. 

-Good luck with that one. 

-| Know juries. 

-Does it have a name? 

-Does now: Transformational Menace. 

-Great name! Congratulations! 

-Thank you. You're to find a psychiatrist to push it. 

-Since you invented it, how...? 


-Discover the one-percenter with imagination. 


-So you can get him off? 


-No way! | don’t want the crazy fucker on the street 

with his pop gun. | want jury to convict with strong 

recommendation of mercy because of extenuating 

circumstances: due to our admirable Transformational Menace defense. 
And the judge to thrust him into the squirrel cage forever. 


-| like that. We’re responsible. 

-Rarely, but it helps even us to shuck off the lethal wackos. 
-I'm off on Mission Possibly Possible! 

-You get rea/ Academy Award shrink and we immediately 
plea bargain after his magical testimony. Jury can go home, 


judge to the club for golf and pinochle, and heroic shooter 
to padded cell. 


